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her "brain. In a moment, in the twinkling of an eye, every
act, every deeign of her past life, lived again, arraying them-
selves not as a succession, Lut as parts of a coexistence.
Such a light fell upon the whole path of her life backwards
into the shades of infancy as the light, perhaps, which wrapt
the destined Apostle on his road to Damascus. Yet that
light blinded for a season; but hers poured celestial vision
upon the brain, so that her consciousness became omni-
present at one moment to every feature in the infinite
review.

This anecdote was treated sceptically at the time by some
critics. But, besides that it has since been confirmed by
other experience essentially the same, reported by other
parties in the same circumstances, who had never heard of
each other, the true point for astonishment is not the simul-
taneity of arrangement under which the past events of life,
though in fact successive, had formed their dread line of
revelation. This was but a secondary phenomenon; the
deeper lay in the resurrection itself, and the possibility of
resurrection for what had so long slept in the dust. A pall,
deep as oblivion, had been thrown by life over every trace of
these experiences ; and yet suddenly, at a silent command,
at the signal of a blazing rocket sent up from the brain, the
pall draws up, and the whole depths of the theatre are
exposed. Here was the greater mystery. Now, this mystery
is liable to no doubt; for it is repeated, and ten thousand
times repeated, by opium, for those who are its martyrs.

Yes, reader, countless are the mysterious handwritings of
grief or joy which have inscribed themselves successively upon
the palimpsest of your brain ; and, like the annual leaves of
aboriginal forests, or the unclissolving snows on the Himalaya,
or light falling upon light, the endless strata have covered up
each other in forgetfulness. But by the hour of death, but
by fever, but by the searchings of opium, all these can revive
m strength. They are not dead, hut sleeping. In the
illustration imagined by myself from the case of some indi-
vidual palimpsest, the Grecian tragedy had seemed to be dis-
placed, but was not displaced, by the monkish legend; and
the monkish legend had seemed to be displaced, but was not
displacedj by the knightly romance. In some potent con-